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I will give you a house, and slaves, and money in abundance.
Think over my offer, fix no date for your answer, you shall
reply when the voice of fate speaks to you.5
I passed four days without seeing Josouff, and when we
met on the fifth day we talked gaily on various matters,
without mentioning matrimony. It was only fifteen days
later that we alluded to it.
'Although this matter occupies my mind morning and
night, I can make no decision,' I said. CI have abandoned
myself to God, and I am sure, as I have full confidence in
Him, that I shall do what is right. When I have decided, it
is to you, and to you alone, that I will tell the news. If I
decide as you desire, you will from that moment exercise
over me the authority of a father.*
Some days later I was walking in Josouff's garden, when
the rain drove me to seek shelter in the house. I went in a
hall where we sometimes dined. A slave was seated by the
window bending over a tambour frame, and by her stood a
girl, who on my approach hastily pulled a thick veil over
her face.
I excused myself, and was going away, when she begged
me to remain, adding that Josouff had ordered her to enter-
tain me during his absence. I thought it must be Zelmi, and
that her father had purposely given me this opportunity of
speaking with her. The beautiful veiled lady said: 'DoSt thou
know who I am?'
cNo; nor can I guess.*
CI am the wife of thy friend. I was born at Scio, where I
lived until he married me, five years ago; I am now
eighteen.3
I was much surprised that a Mussulman should be so open-
minded as to allow me to converse with his wife, but the
fact of her being a married woman set me more at my ease.
I determined to push the adventure further; I wanted to see
her face. A magnificent statue stood before me, but I could
not see its soul; a thick gauze hid it from my eyes. A beauti-
ful arm and a white hand, in which there was neither knot

